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name, said, 4 Oh, this is New Holland and her capital is Sydney.'
" Apropos of Macaulay, Sir John remarked how extraordinary it was in growing age to see a person pass away whose birth, education, public career, and death were all within your memory.
"He said .how unreadable 'Roderick Random' and 4 Tom Jones' were now. A lady had asked to borrow 4 Pamela ' from his library, saying she well remembered the pleasure of it in her youth; but she returned it the next day, saying she was quite ashamed of having asked for anything so improper.
44 Yesterday was Sunday, and I groped my way through the dark passages to the evening service in the Catholic chapel, which has always been attached to the house. An old priest, seated on the steps of the altar, preached a kind of catechetical sermon upon Transubstantiation —' My flesh is meat indeed' —c and the poor Protestants have this in their Bibles, and yet they throw away the benefit of the indeed? The sight was most picturesque — the dark old-fashioned roof, only seen by the light of the candles on the richly decorated altar, and the poor English peasants grouped upon the benches. It carried one back to the time before the Reformation. In his discourse, the old priest described his childhood, when he sat in the east wing of the house learning his catechism, and when there were only two Catholics in Guildford; and 'what would these two solitary ones say now if they had seen the crowd in St. Joseph's Chapel at Guildford this morning? Yes, what would old Jem Savin say if he could rise up and see us now, poor man ?'r?
To my mother (after I had returned to my Handbook explorations).
"Aldermaston Hall, Berks, Jan. 14, 1860.    I came here
from Newbury.    The weather was so horrible, and the
prospect of a damp lonely Sunday in an inn so uninviting*

